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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a line in HMQ\'s Skunkworks that has haunted me since the first time | read it. ) 


"How old is he now? Five?" 

Ingo snorted, falling over into Markus. "He is too short to be five, must be two!" 

Weiki fumbled for his cigarettes. "Well, | am not changing his panties." 

Kai raised his head, blinking slowly, trying to focus on the right set of loudly hooting bandmates. "I am not two, 
| am not five, | am. am..." Bending his head back to the task of getting the paper off the package in front of 
him, Kai's mind wandered off from the statement he had been making. 


"You are..?" Weiki waited with a raised eyebrow. 


Kai didn't seem to notice he was talking to him, instead tugging at one end of the paper, tongue stuck out of 


the corner of his mouth as he concentrated. 
"Kail You are what?" 


Kai looked up again, peering blearily at Markus. At both Markuses. When did they get a second Markus? "Hey! 
When did we get two of you?" Turning to Weiki, Kai leaned forward. "Wait, there is two of you too!" 


Ingo pounded on the table. "You are drunk!" 
Kai snorted. "| am think as you not drunk | am! 
Weiki, Markus and Ingo all looked at each before busting out laughing. 


Kai glared at them, or at least he tried to. "Ass. All ass." Going back to his package, he grinned, letting out a 
happy yelp. "Is open!" 


Weiki rolled his eyes. "Good. | was thinking by the time you opened it we could tell you was for your next 
birthday. 


Kai ripped the last of the paper off, the grin fading. "Is a box." 
Markus shook his head. "Open the box." 
Ingo groaned. "It took him an hour to open the paper. We will be here all night before he opens the box." 


Kai mimicked Ingo in a nasally singsong. "hour to open the paper now he box all night." The side of the box 
suddenly ripped, Kai's eyes widening as he looked around at the other three. "Uh oh! 


Weiki groaned, dropping face first onto the table. "Kai, is ok. Just rip it! 


Markus and Ingo grinned at each other as Kai stuck his hand into the box, frowning. "ls nothing.wait..here is..." 


Kai pulled his hand out, looking at what he held for several moments as comprehension dawned on his face. "Is 
pocket knife!" 


Weiki lifted his head. "You got him a knife? Kai with a weapon" Weiki groaned again, dropping his head back down. 
"Nein, Weiki, look!" Kai grabbed a handful of Weiki's hair, lifting his head. "ls not a weapon! Is a knife!" 


Weiki reached up and untangled Kai's fingers from his hair. "Kai, for you, a knife that you make with paper is a 


weapon.” 


Kai didn't seem to hear him, too busy playing with his knife, opening and closing the blades, peering at the 
markings on the handle and generally ignoring everything until Weiki, Markus and Ingo grew bored with trying to 


torment him and wandered off to find a more alert victim. 

"He must have slept here." 

"| do not think it was sleep Markus, more of a falling unconscious." 

Ingo crouched down next to the curled up, snoring form. "Look, he is still holding the knife." 


Weiki snorted. "| am surprised he did not roll on it and stick himself." Going over to his amps, Weiki flipped them 
on, picking up his black and white Gibson and sliding the strap over his head. "| think we should wake him." 


Ingo nodded, getting to his feet. "Ja, we wake him." 

Markus yawned and stretched. "He is going to be unhappy." Flipping on his own amps, he picked up his bass. 
"And then he will." A frown came over his face as he tilted the bass, taking a closer look at the back of the 
neck. 


"He will get past it" Ingo settled himself behind his drums. "What should we..? Markus, what is wrong?" 


Markus shook his head. "Is something on my..." Moving over to the window where the light was better, Markus 
tipped the bass to different angles. "Is like it is scratched" 


Weiki picked up his cable, shrugging. "Maybe is your hand is rough from the cold! 

"Nein, is." Markus' eyes widened, his eyebrows shooting up. "He did not!" 

Ingo stood up, leaning forward and resting his arm on his cymbal. "What, Markus?" The cymbal tipped, Ingo 
putting a hand down on top of the bass drum to catch himself. His eyes widened as well, his mouth dropping 
open as he leaned down to get a better look at something on the top of the drum. "Nein..." 

Weiki looked back and forth between them. "What is wrong?" Holding the cable, he tipped his guitar forward, 
pulling the strap into a more comfortable position. Something out of the ordinary caught his eye, making him 
look down at the back of his guitar. "What is..?" Like the other two, his eyebrows shot up, all three now looking 
back and forth between their instruments and the happily snoring lump on the floor. 

Weiki tried to keep his voice even. "Markus, what does it say?" 


Markus squinted. "| think it says Kai..." 


Ingo chimed in. "was..." 


Weiki finished for them. "..here...' 
All three turned to glare at the lump as it flipped onto its back, a hand lazily scratching its balls as it slept. 


Slowly, deliberately, Weiki and Markus set their instruments back on their stands, Ingo coming out from behind 
the drums and all three going to crouch down in a circle around Kai. 


Kai felt like he was on display in some place he did not know; even in his sleep the eyes that stared at him 
made him toss and turn, finally making him stretch and yawn, opening brown eyes to find the rest of the band 
hovering over him. Frightened by their looming presence, Kai yipped and sat up, grabbing his aching head and 
groaning. "Do not stare at mel" 

Weiki picked up the knife from where it had fallen when Kai jumped up. "Oh, we will do more than stare." 
Markus nodded. "We will kill you." 

Ingo shook his head. "Nein, we will torture you." 

Weiki's turn. "And then kill you. Maybe." 

Now Markus. "Or just torture you some more." 

Ingo again. "For a long time." 

Kai frowned. "What is wrong with you?" 

Markus snorted. "Kai... 

Ingo crossed his arms. ".was..' 

Weiki flicked the knife open and closed. "here." 


Kai looked puzzled for a moment. "Ja, | am..." 


He may have been alright if he had looked like he was sorry. He may even have been ok if he had looked 
contrite. But the loud outburst of laughter? 


Nein 
Scrambling to his feet, Kai high tailed it for the door, realizing his mistake as soon as he stepped outside. 


It's cold in January. And in Germany, it's cold and there's usually snow. 


And he wasn't wearing a coat. 

In fact, he was only wearing a tshirt and jeans, lucky for him he had passed out with his shoes still on as well. 
Kai yelped, hearing the door open behind him. Running for his life, he scooted around to the back of the 
building, jumping up and down and rubbing his arms, trying to look around and find a hiding place until he could 
get back inside and get his... 

Seeing Ingo charging around the corner, Kai took off again. 


And almost ran straight into Markus. 


For once glad he was short, Kai managed to duck around Markus‘ arms, sprinting for the other side of the 


building, skidding around the corner, another mad dash along the side, one more corner and there was the 


door..and Weiki. 
Waiting, cigarette in hand. 
Leaning nonchalantly against the wall, the epitome of cool. 


Kai backed up, crashing into something solid. Swallowing hard, he tilted his head back, seeing blue-grey eyes 
looking back. 


Markus. 

And back around the first corner came Ingo. 

He was surrounded. 

He was fucked. 

And not in a way he knew he would like. 

Weiki flicked his cigarette away, stuffing his hand in his pocket and staring at Kai. 

Two words. Two words and Kai knew he was in trouble. Weiki even managed to sound bored when he said them. 
"Get him." 


One week later.. 


Kai wiped the towel over his face, still bouncing around, the adrenalin still pumping through him. The show had 
gone well; even though there weren't many people the ones they knew seemed to be bringing more and more in 
every time. They were even getting people who wanted to come backstage and hang out, in fact Markus had 
just escorted a group into the room. Several of them were cute enough to make Kai's interest -- and 
something else -- perk up. Grinning, he stripped off his shirt and swaggered over to introduce himself. 

The animated conversation faded as he got closer. Frowning, Kai shrugged. "What?" 

Markus coughed, staring pointedly at Kai's chest. 

Kai blushed from his belly to the roots of his hair. 

He had forgotten 

And the srickers from Weiki, Markus and Ingo only added to his embarrassment. 

Grabbing his shirt, Kai stalked off, catching a glimpse of his reflection in the mirror. 

Short. 

Red hair. 

A million freckles. 

And around his right nipple -- /Markus was here. 

And around his left nipple -- Ingo was here. 


And across his stomach above the pumpkin drawn around his navel -- Werki was here. 


Ears still burning, face hot, Kai threw himself in a chair and tried to ignore the hysterical hooting of his 


bandmates. 

And tried to convince himself that even though the marker said permanent, it really would come off 
One day. 

Soon 


He hoped. 


